
The Prettiest Bride I've Seen-President Harding
How a Girl's Dream Came True When at Last

She Arrived at the White House.Hearty
Compliment of Chief Executive an Epoch in Life

? » /

of Mrs. George H. Maines, Formerly
Maxine Brown *of Denver.Stage Career

Begun Wnen She Was Only Six
Had a Triumphant Climax

ALMOST every bride is told by some

one, of course, th"at she is beautiful.
Even she whose loveliness is almost

wholly of the soul and ndt of the flesh may
be certain that she will receive the obvious

compliment, taking comfort from the old

saying of the philosophers: "Every woman

1b beautiful."
But there are few brides who have stood

before a king, a Pfince or a President and
have heard the royal or the Presidential
lips pronounce them loveliest of all. And,
indeed, there are few who would not trade
the compliments of almost every one else
for the praise of a King.or a President.
At any rate young Mrs. George Maines,

who until quite recently was Miss Maxine
Brown of New York and Denver, Col., may
consider herself one of the most distin¬
guished of all recent brides, for President
Harding just the other day said to her.
"You are the prettiest bride I have seert

since I came to the White House!
Of course President Harding iB a gallant

man. His genial qualities are far famed.
But he did not say to the flustered and

blushing Mrs. Maines: "You are a very
pretty bride," but he said: "You are the

prettiest!"
Makes This Young Bride

Almost a National Figure
Thus this young woman, who is pictured

on this page in all the sentimental splendor
of her bridal gown, has become almost a

national figure. Perhaps one might say an

international one. For surely even Princess
Mary, the foremost bride of Great Britain,
will be interested in knowing just what
was the American President's idea of fem¬
inine loveliness, and it is more than pos¬
sible that Lady Lascelles, Princess Mary
that was, will slyly look in her mirror
when she learns what President Harding s

standard is.
So far as is known to the preservers of

unofficial history of Washington Admlnis
trations no President of late years has
dared to distinguish one young woman's

beauty above another's. President Roose¬
velt was not averse to distributing marks

. of distinction among the most famous men.

He gave them memberships in a certain
<lub apparently without fear of being
taken to task. But there is no record of
his ever having said to a blushing young
matron, "You are lovelier than all others."

So why, indeed, shouldn't Mrs. Maines
be happier than all other brides? A nation
may point to her as one who represents its
President's idea of the best in feminine
beauty.
And. as is so often true, there is a little

story behind the big story.about this
Western bride who so impressed the Presi¬
dent that he threw all caution to the winds
to say Just what he meant.

Appeared 14 Years Ago
In a Musical Play

Mrs. George H. Maines, to give the bride
all her new name, appeared fourteen years
ago for the first time before the public in
an amateur performance of a musical play,
-Professor Napfleon." This was in Den-
\er, where she was born, and she was then
6 vears old. Even thus young her <^ncingand acting ability drew the attention of the
dramatic critics of Denver's leading news¬

papers. She received the highest praise
from them, and a great future was pre¬
dicted for her.
Even then little Miss Brown wan sure

she would dance and sing her way to fame.
She worked and studied hard for her

career. The highest ambition she had was
to some day dance before the President.
Like all other famous danseuses, the cul¬
mination of her career would be In an ap
pearance before the head of her country.
In Europe the young dancer hopes some

day to danre for a King. A President
was even a greater spur to Miss Maxine.

President Harding was then Just Editor
Harding of Marion. Ohio. Perhaps he. too,
was aspiring even then to the White House,
but, like slx-year old Miss Brown, without

much hope of achieving such a destiny.
However, fate works miracles, as the phi¬
losophers say.

In Marion Mr. Harding kept on the
even way which eventually was to land
him in the Presidency, wholly, unconscious
of the efforts of the Denver girl to arrive

there about simultaneously.
Little Miss Brown, encouraged by the

appreciation of her friends of her dancing
feet, began to appear iq other amateur en

tertainments and gradually to find a place
for herself on the professional stage. Her
parents objected seriously to her becoming
a professional actress, but she pleaded
that, since all small boys hoped to become
Presidlnt, she should be given opportunity
to hope to dance for a President.and, of

course, she easily con¬

vinced her parents
that the only way to
dance for a President
was to go on the stage
and become famous as

a dancer.
From the moBt mod¬

est parts in various
musical comedy pro¬
ductions Miss Brown
graduated into more

important roles. She
became one of the
most popular "dancing
comediennes," as they
say in stage talk.
Many will remember
her in "The Right
Girl," "Buddies" and
the splendid revival of
.'Florodora."

It was while danc- ,

ing with one of theee
productions her long
looked forward to opportunity
came. She was to dance for the
President.
Of course there was nothing so

extraordinary about this oppor¬
tunity when it did come. That is
the way with most dreams.when
they are realized they prove to be
quite commonplace after all. Her
company was booked to appear in
Washington and it was announced
that the President would be in the
Presidential box.
There was no thrill.nothing exciting

at all in the experience for MIsp Brown.
The President clapped his hands politely,
as he always does when a performer is
pleasing. Miss Brown knew that he would
not remember the dancing girl who really
had gone on the stage for Just this chance
to dance for him, and that he would have
applauded any other dancing girl who
might have appeared in her place. It was

dreadfully disappointing.
But it most assuredly was exciting when

Miss Brown, or rather Mrs. Maines. real¬
ized her dream in a far different fashion
than she had dreamed. It meant far more
to be told by Mr. Harding that she was
different than all other brides who had
come to him to be presented.that she was
the loveliest of them all.

"I was so excited," 'she admits, "that
his.voice sounded as if it were miles away.
You see," she continued, I hadn t the
faintest idea I was going to meet the Pres
ident We had received a special permit
to go through the White House, it being
after hours when we got there. My hus¬
band is a friend of Oeorge Christian. Mr.
Harding's secretary. Mr. Christian In¬
formed us he would take us to the Presi¬
dent himself. Why, I was scared to death!

Had Real Stage Fright
When Facing President

"1 had never known what stage fright
really meant until I found myself stand¬
ing before the President's desk. He held
out his hand to me. I think he said some¬
thing about It being a pity we were having
a blizzard during our honeymoon, but I
am not quite sure of his exact words 1
know that when he shook hinds with me

I blushed to the roots of my hair and be¬
came so nervous that I didn't dare look at
him. He was Interested in my career and
wanted to know whether or not I was go¬
ing to continue my work on the stage."
Maxine of course, being above the av-

Below is a

picture of
Miss Maxine
Brown as she

appeared
in public at

six years

of age.
The oval

below shows
George H.

Maines,
her husband,

to-day.

erage pretty young girl, had received many
marriage proposals. To one or two of
them she was favorably inclined, and had
just about made up her mind to marry
when the question of her career inevitably
Intervened. In each case the man she

thought she loved objected to her return to
the stage. She says frankly she wouldn't
have married if her husband to be had not

agreed she might continue her dancing.
The story of her becoming Mrs. George

Maines is romantic. Mr. Maines has been
for several years prominent In baseball as

president of one of the leagues. One day
Maxlne was invited to dinner by Ban
Johnson, president of the American Base¬
ball Association. Among other guests was
Mr. Maines. who immediately anchored at
Maxine's side and refused to be .removed.
She saw her dinner companion but three
times after the dinner before January 3,
and on that day they were married.their
fourth meeting.

Mr. Maines had been one of the founders
of the American Legion and numbered
among his best friends many leading poll
ticlans. Ills bride was presented to many
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Congressmen, and even to Cabinet mem¬

bers. All of them said she was beautiful,
but none counted as did the President
himself.
"What did your husband think of the

President's praise?" Mrs. Maines was

asked.
"Oh, he was immensely pleased. He

could not have been prouder if he had been
awarded a gold medal for something. He
walked out of the White House and down
the steps as If he had been appointed head
of the navy or the army."
Of course almost every one will want

to know Just what Mrs. Maines looks like
.since to describe her is to tell of the
President's idea of .1 pretty bride.
She is of medium height, with dark

trown hair, brown eyes and a beautifully
clear skin. She weighs just a little over
a hundred.perhaps a hundred and fifteen
pounds. She is one of the few young
women of the stage who does not talk
about her profession unless she is urged.
To the President she promised her vote
If he Is a candidate again. It would not

I

do at all to repeat, Mrs.
Maines declares, what the
Ptesident said to that.

If there is anything re-

mwssfx markable in Mrs. Maines's
success on the stage, besides
the ability which caused her
progress, it was her strange

, ambition to some day dance
for the head of the Govern¬
ment.

"Perhaps it was because the boys always
were talking," she explains, "about their
chances of being President. I remember
one little boy who attempted to ridicule
my success as the little girl dancer in the

amateur musical play In Denver. He
couldn't bear the little airs of superiority
I indulged in, and said to me one after¬
noon after school: Huh; you're a girl.
you can never amount to anything; I'm
a boy, and I may be President some day.
Mother says she's sure I will be. You
can't ever be anything.'

''I was hurt by this lack of appreciation,
and I cried bitterly.because I was just a

girl. It was during the night that It oc*

curred to me that, since the people who
went to see the play enjoyed seeing me

dance, perhaps this boy friend of mine
would be pleased too, If, as he intended,
he should be the President when we both

grew up.
"It was just to spite this little fellow I

determined to study dancing, to learn to

sing, and to become a great star. I used
to dramatize, in my own fancies, my ap¬
pearance before an august personage, very
handsome and seated on a throne, and
fascinating him by my beautifully graceful
oancing. The handsome, august personage
was, for a time, the little boy, of courBe.

After a while another youngster took his

place in my heart, and at once the per¬
sonage in the Presidential chair changed
to look accordingly.
Had Vision of White House

And of Triumph There
"When I really began to grow up I be¬

gan to give a less definite identity to the
future President whom I was to charm,
hut I worked just as hard. I really think
that many a time, when I was tired and
discouraged, it was tho vision of myself
triumphantly leaving the White House
after a dance before the President that
kept me at my work.
"After I had become quite well known

to theatergoers throughout! the country
the childishness of my dreams had dis¬
appeared. I knew the futility of hoping
ever to be chosen by a President as a

dancer of exceptional merit. So when that
night in Washington I bowed after a

whirlwind dance to a whirlwind of ap¬
plause, it was only curiosity that prompted
me to look at the President's box. I ac¬

cepted the Presidential applause with no

more gratification than I received that of
the most humble occupants of the gallery.
It was matter of fact and commonplace.
That night I remembered my childish
dreams and the little plays 1 had drama¬
tized for myself, and laughed.
"But all that I had looked forward to,

all that I had expected, and even more,

came to me when Mr. Harding praised me.

It 1b quite silly, I know, but nothing
pleases a bride so much. I am sure, as to
be told that she is lovely. It is loveliness
flhe wants to give her husband, and she
knows that husband appreciates loveliness
as he would value the sparkle In a gem.
"For his sake, as much as for my own.

I was happy when the President spoke.
I know President Harding was only say¬
ing the thing he thought polite. Perhaps
he was In an especially good humor. His
face was so kind, and there was such a

merry twinkle in his eye as he compli¬
mented me I hardly dare take him seri¬
ously.but it was something to remember
after all."
However, Mr. Maines declares the Pres¬

ident meant every word of it. And Mr.
Christian, his secretary, is just as certain.

Origin of Horseshoe Superstitions
F all the emblems of good fortune

the horseshoe stands out consplc-
uously. It Is not difficult to under¬

stand why lovers of horses came to adopt
the horseshoe as a talisman against mis¬
fortune, for horses were considered to be

essentially liable to the machinations of
witches. This stands out in all the records
of the Lancashire witches and other evil

If precautions were not taken these mis¬
chievous witches wpuld ride the horses at
dead of night over the hills, anH when the
owner came to the stable in the morning
he would And his animals in a lather and
exhausted. A horseshoe fastened over the
Btable door was believed to ward off such
evil.
Almost everybody considers it unlucky

to pass a horseshoe on the road without
picking it up. It is a sign emblematic of
the greatest power. We are indebted for
t-hls statement to old tales, centuries old,
that have descended from father to son,
from mother to daughter, throughout the
years.
But It is necessary to observe how the

horseshoe lies before picking it up. If
the ends are away from one the sign is
that fortune will be within grasp, but by
extravagance, carelessness or the operation
of rogues it may depart. A sign to take
care Is given, therefore.
The right thing to do is to turn the

horseshoe around so, that the ends are
toward the finder before picking it up.
And in carrying It home it is correct to
hold It with the ends upward, else the earth
will attract to itself all the promised for¬
tune.
When the shoe is nailed up on a door

or window in its destined place the ends
must be upward or the whole luck emblem
will be nullified. Instead of keeping evil
spirits away the shoe in the wrong posi¬
tion, it is contended, will attract them.

It Is supposed that the element of elec-
tricity enters into the matter. Prom the
shoe proceeds a current of beneficent rays
that with the end upward will spread
over the house as a protecting influence;
with the end* downward the good rays

hags.

are thrown into the all receiving earth,
and with them many of the good influences
that are about the place.
The luck of the horseshoe has a most

respectable beginning. It is traced to the
religion of the old Greeks and their sea

god Poseidon, who was identical with the
Roman sea god Nepttine.
The Poseidon horses were sacred. He

was believed to liave created the first horse
when he struck the ground with his tri¬
dent and a horse sprang from the hole,
which afterward became a spring. To him
all springs were ascribed. In the shape of
a horse he sometimes wandered by the
shores of his ocean domain, and where he
struck his hoofs deeply there the waters
gushed out and permanent springs were

formed.
This is the reason why horseshoes are

considered lucky. Going to the root of
the matter one sees a nature myth as the
underlying principle. And to the sea all
rain comes; to the sea all springs owe their
primal origin. Also to the rain and fresh
waters, sea derived, we owe all fertility.
The old Greeks therefore worshiped

Poseidon as the fortune giver through his
springs. They gave him horses and they
adored the footprints of horses when they
found them, for they might be the very
footprints of the god's own horses.
When horses came to be shod the transi¬

tion of the luck emblem from the footprint
itself to the shoe mark.practically the
same thing.was easy. Pegasus, the winr^\
horse, from whose hoofs the water spr!*f a

gushed copiously when he came to earth,
has been credited with the horseshoe luck.
Some legends had It that he was the son

of Poseidon, and therefore gifted by hla
father with power to call the waters from
the earth. Other tales state that Pegasus
sprang from the trunk of Gorgon Medusa
after Perseus had cut off her head. Me
had the power of producing famous springs
which gave the gift of poesy, of art, of
Intellectual powers. From these springs
the muses drank deeply.
The horseshoe was a specific against

earthquakes. It would keep a house Bafe
from harm by earth shaking. Again one

perceives the sea myth.Poseidon waa the
shaker of the earth.


